CHAPTER XI

THE "LIGHTS" OF LONDON

I LOOK back on those times when the Court Theatre
was in its heyday with feelings of amazement It
seems to me now that the exciting and incessant work of
acting and management should have sufficed, and more
than sufficed, to fill every moment of my days Yet it
did not Youth is insatiable for work or play or both,
and though I gave myself heart and soul to the theatre,
I somehow found time for other activities as well I
cannot pretend that it was my own energy which led
me to take active interest in public affairs outside the
theatre and enabled me to find time to make friends with
and to learn from some of the most interesting people
of the period It was not The young men and women
of that generation were aflame with a fervour for reform,
dramatists were reforming the theatre, writers were
breaking new ground in literature and some among
them, Shaw and Wells for example, were doubling their
role by taking a vehement interest m political questions
Enthusiasm was in the air The tunes were growing
times and I, like so many other youth of those days,
caught the infection Enthusiasm, the vitamin which
restores fatigue, bore us all along When I was not
rehearsing the sharp-edged lines of "Man and Super-
man," I was watching Sidney Webb (Lord Passfield), or
Shaw, or some other Fabian, weaving the stuff of their
dreams of a Socialist State, or I was throwing myself
with passionate eagerness into the tumultuous movement
for "Votes for Women," or I was listening to Shaw telling
me with glee how he had shut up the Social Democrats by